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One 


Author's Notes: 
Slight AU in which: Exodus never opened for Metallica in San Francisco, and Kirk is only an avid fan. Written to 


relax after mass art exhibition planning! 


He always stands at the front when he sees them play, right there next to the make-shift barrier between 
dancefloor and stage, like the girls do, like he's seen them do at gigs in the past. They get themselves nicely 
dolled up, with their pretty pink smiles and freshly permed hair, and watch from the front and pout their lips 
at the guys they fancy and make passes afterwards backstage. Kirk doubts he'd ever get backstage, even with 


a local band. 


He watches from the front regardless, just wanting to be up there and close. If they see him there enough, 
after all, they might reach out to him - "Hey man, you're here all the time, come and drink with us!" If they 
see him there enough, Kirk might get to know the singer. 


He's got their demo tape, of course. He listened to it on repeat when he first got hold of it, and seeing them 
live was the next obvious step. He didn't mean to get in this deep. Now he has the nights of their gigs signed 


off ready in his mental calendar, and he stands at the front every fucking night. Like a loyal puppy dog, he's 


there, watching them. Number one fan: him. Surely it's about time that someone noticed him.. 
But its okay, he tells himself, when youre there for the music. 
And in the beginning, he was. 


Tonight is different. The air is hot, and something exciting seems to be building in the very heart of the band, 
like the beat of a song itself. Kirk feels like the world's spinning but maybe that's just the beer. His eyes move 
from guitar to guitar, to the fingers that fly across the fretboards. The drummer in the background moves 
just a little too quickly. He's still only average at keeping beat. The bassist is a whirl of red hair, and the lead 
guitarist too; fiery red, obscuring everything but the permanent snarl on his face that says /m angry, our 
music is angry. The singer snarls, too, or at least tries to snarl. He's still got a baby-face despite the gravelly 


voice but wow, Kirk thinks, wow. 
its okay, he tells himself again, when youre there for the music. 


Heat rises in waves from the crowd, and Kirk chugs down another beer and swallows needlessly between 
mouthfuls. The band is alive tonight, bass thumping across the stage and reverberating in Kirk's chest, and he 
feels - shit, he feels their passion, and it's electrifying. There are hands in the air behind him, pumping, waving. 
The singer throws his hair back, and the lights throw the parting of his lips and dancing reflections in his eyes 
into sharp relief. And there - right there! Kirk's heart leaps in his chest and he feels an entranced grin spread 
over his face, wide from ear to ear with sheer joy before he realises that the moment's gone, and the singer 
has looked away, that the singer at any rate was just looking over the crowd, and not at him. No, not him. He 


didn't look at Kirk. 


But Kirk imagines that he did, and breathes heavily with a slack jaw as he watches transfixed and feels his 
toes curl. His fingers grip onto the railing so hard that they turn an off-white. He hardly blinks, even as the 
crowd jostles behind him. They're just getting warmed up back there, and in front, sweat is already gleaming on 
the foreheads of the band, creeping up into their hairlines and sticking it to their faces. There's sweat on Kirk's 
upper lip, too. 


Exodus he loves, but could he imagine standing up there on stage and playing till his fingers bled as this band's 
singer watched with fascination from in front of him? No, Kirk can't imagine that. His numerous silly crushes 
over the years have never really worked out, and he wonders if they ever will - but what he'd give, really, to 


see the singer in the crowd one evening. 


He'd give the guy a real backstage experience. In his mind, the lights are red as sin as they are here, and he's 
pulling the singer by the hand into a dressing room, both as eager as each other. The singer is trying to kiss 
him, and it's sloppy and full of tongue and teeth but its hot, and the air is stifling around them. He wants to 
slide his hand down the singer's torso and grab the bulge at his groin through his jeans. He'd whisper about 
how good it felt in his hand, about how much better it would feel in his mouth. In his mind, Kirk is the one in 


control, cool and collected and seductive, and the singer is the one begging for him. The singer is the one 


pushing himself into Kirk's palm, the one tugging at the belt of Kirk's jeans, the one wanting him so desperately. 


Kirk would kiss him again. He'd squeeze a little bit harder and press himself up against the singer, the button 
and zip on his jeans wide open; his tongue would be in the singer's mouth and the singer's hands would be on 
his ass, and they'd fuck in the very same dressing room, on a couch that was neither at this venue nor the 


next but that Kirk knew existed, somewhere, someplace in time. 


His fingers are still curled around the railing when he snaps back. The guitars make a long drawn out squeal, 
and the crowd is cheering, and Kirk realises just too late that the gig is finishing. A roar of "Metallica!" comes 
up from a guy behind him and it's echoed throughout the crowd, turning into a wild chant as the band come 
together with their arms around each other's shoulders. The bassist looks smug and pleased with himself; the 
singer seems to be laughing with relief. Shirtless now, the drummer, as he bounds over from the back, runs 
forward to slap hi-fives to the people in the front row. His hand soars over Kirk's head, droplets of sweat 
flying from his arms. 


Kirk shakes himself out and comes to as well, and joins in laughing with the crowd, clapping and whooping at the 
formation on the stage. You're here for the music, insists the voice in his head, you care about that the most 
But the crowded space in the front of his jeans tells him otherwise, tells him not anymore, and Kirk feels his 
heart jump again as, with a laugh, the singer's eyes sweep over the crowd when the bassist whispers 


something in his ear. 


They thank people for coming out, gather up their beers - someone in the crowd passes a full, fresh pint over 
the barrier too - and a fresh cheer goes up in the room as they move away. Kirk's fingers grip back onto the 
banister as he hangs over it to watch them. 


They didn't notice him. They didn't invite him backstage. 


I's only a mild disappointment that Kirk feels this time, however, as he slowly let's go and the crowd around 
him jostle for the bar or the exit; its a twinge of disappointment, or sadness, instead of the soul-crushing 
realisation that he was invisible to them as he'd become accustomed to after the first few times. Now, Kirk 
expects it. They don't have a clue who he is, because he é invisible. It doesn't stop other fans from joining 
their poesy and trailing back for an after-party, uninvited as the stories go, but Kirk isn't too comfortable 
with intruding. Still, surely he'd gone to enough shows by now.. 


He leaves the venue some time later with that trail of thought, another beer down and with ringing ears. His 
jeans are loose again now, but his hands itch by his sides and he's shoves them deep into his pockets and looks 
at the damp pavement beneath his sneakers. His hair is stuck to the nape of his neck with dried sweat, but it's 


cool out here; cooler than inside. 


There's a shitty little car parked at the back of the venue and as he approaches, in the dim light Kirk can see 
the band packing up their stuff into it. There's the guitarist with his fiery red hair, loading up an amp with the 
drummer who's still shirtless even now. The singer appears at the back door with a guitar, and the bassist 


follows with a cloud of smoke rising up around his head. 


Fuck waiting, Kirk thinks, he could go over right now: "Hi, I'm Kirk, | really dig you guys, l'm in a band too. Want 
some help? Wanna grab a drink?" And they might whoop and welcome him back with them to wherever they 
lived, dig five beers out from the fridge and pull up an extra chair, sit down and smoke and talk about their 
music. Kirk would be drunk when he got around to pressing his thigh close against the singer's, and drunker 


still when he'd have his face buried into the singer's neck.. And he'd even learn their names. 


But then there is the uneasy fear that bubbles up at the thought as he walks steadily on. They might not 
welcome him into the fold. They could reject the idea entirely, looking at each other carefully out of the 
corners of their eyes before stumbling over an excuse, and when he left they'd be jeering, laughing about him, 
and in his mind Kirk can hear them sneering about silly tagalongs and wannabes. He can hear their mockery in 
his head even as, as he gawps at them, the singer pulls himself back out of the car and looks straight at him. 


There's eye contact this time, and Kirk knows it. He could do it, couldn't he? He could just walk over, say his 
lines: "Hi, I'm Kirk" It could be simple. 


But no. The singer still stares with inquiry but Kirk shoves his head back down. Instead he bites his tongue and 
walks straight past, blocking out the sound of their jokes to which he isn't included. "Hey," he hears, "You gon 
stand there all night, James?" 


His sneakers kick up the water on the tarmac. One day, he tells himself firmly as he rounds the corner, he'll 
get to know them all. One day he will eye them coolly from the side of the stage, and as the drummer runs 
out with his hi-fives at the end of their set, the singer will eye Kirk right back and he'll have made it. He'll be 
out there with them at the end of the evening, packing away the kit, and he'll have his own guitar with him, 


too, ready to jam. He'll have made it. 


But tonight, just like every other night so far, Kirk knows is not that time. 


